FORTY  THOUSAND  AGAINST  THE  ARCTIC

caviare, I asked the 'administrator3 whether he would be
good enough to take me round the place.

'Sorry, Mister, it can't be done.3

I had thought so.  ...

'I have no time, but you need not be afraid. They
won't hurt you. Just go and talk to them politely, without
asking too many questions about their past. Only don't take
any photographs* It is against the regulations.5

I started with the long wooden barrack opposite.   There

were almost no people on the ground floor dormitory.
An old man was sitting on his bed scratching his hairy chest
and mumbling something into his beard.

'Good morning, father', I said.

'God be with you, my son5, he replied, and grinned.

'Nobody in?5

41 am in, can't you see?5

'Oh yes, you are; I did not mean to call you nobody.
I really meant to say: 'Are you the only one at home?5

He grinned again.

sOh no, I am not the only one in. By no means the only
one, rny son. There are many young doves in the dovecote.
Why don't you climb up to bid them a good day, since you
have Sunday?5

I thought I had landed in the camp's asylum. The old
man looked more like a mental case to me than one who was
about to be 'reclaimed for society'.

'Of course I will bid the little doves a fair days father.
Where are they?'

'Can't you see the ladder. It is right before you, and you
ask me to show you the way,*

There was a ladder on my right. It led up into a kind
of attic. Up I went. Little doves, indeed! There were
twenty-six men between thirty and forty in that attic, which
covered the whole length of the barracks under the triangle-
shaped roof.
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